RALPH    RASHLEIGH
their fellows have met with violent death, so he decided to
wait patiently until they withdrew. Hour after hour went by,
occupied by a succession of ceremonies and dances, and it
was almost sundown before the blacks at last withdrew and
Rashleigh felt it was safe to go forward,
He shuddered at the evidences of the revolting rites which
had been performed. The killed blacks had all been ex-
humed and reburied sitting or standing, in accordance with
tribal custom, in a circle of pits dug above high-tide mark,
and in the centre of this primitive graveyard posts had been
set up on which the heads of the dead white men were
hung by the jaws, from which all the teeth had been extracted
and carried off. In the orgy of vengeance the bodies of the
dead convicts had been dismembered, and portions of the
remains placed upon each of the graves, and the unwanted
parts flung heedlessly about the beach.
Rashleigh., recovering from the first wave of horror which
swept through him at the sight, determined that when the
blacks revisited this charnel-place they should see no
remains of his late companions over which to gloat. Foul
and repugnant as the task was, he gathered all the mangled
remains, piled them all together upon a huge pile of brush-
wood and set fire to the ghastly pyre, knowing that super-
stition would keep him immune from molestation by the
aborigines, who would sooner die than revisit that place
after nightfall.
1 He found the tools and other equipment where they had
been hidden, and taking as much as he could carry, set
out to reach the island before daybreak. It was, however,
long after sunrise that he arrived to find Roberts still im-
proving, but considerably alarmed at his long absence.
They waited until Roberts was sufficiently strong to share
in the work, and then selecting a stout cedar, which was not3
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